Wisdom and Destiny

am better than that man," or " I shall
not fall into that vice." But he is
taught by ingratitude that benevolence
contains joys that are greater than those
that gratitude can bestow; joys that are
less personal, but more in harmony with
life as a whole. He finds more pleasure
in the attempt to understand that which
is, than in the struggle to believe that
which he desires. For a long time he
has been like the beggar who was suddenly
borne away from his hut and lodged
in a magnificent palace. He awoke and
threw uneasy glances about him, seeking,
in that immense hall, for the squalid
things he remembered to have had in
his tiny room. Where were the hearth,
the bed, the table, stool, and basin ? The
humble torch of his vigils still trembled
by his side, but its light could not reach
the lofty ceiling. The little wings of

flame threw their feeble  flicker on to a
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